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"Why should they be ashamed?" asked Nikolai with a
shrug of his shoulders. And he began to explain why she
should live in town.
She listened to his friendly, solicitous voice and smiled
a faint smile. She did not follow his arguments, but she
was surprised by the trust and affection he inspired in
her.
"If that's what Pasha wanted," she said, "and if I
won't be putting you out any...."
"Don't worry about that," he interrupted. "I live by
myself. Sometimes my sister comes to stay with me."
"But I can't live at your expense," she said.
"We can find work for you if you want us to," said
Nikolai.
For her, the idea of work was inextricably bound up
with the work of her son and Andrei and their comrades.
She moved closer to Nikolai and looked into his
eyes.
"Can you really?" she asked.
"There isn't much to do in my house, since I'm a ba-
chelor. ..."
"I wasn't thinking of that—not of housework," she
answered softly.
She gave a sigh, hurt that he had not understood. But
he smiled in his nearsighted way and said thoughtfully,
"If you could find out from Pavel the address of those
peasants who asked us to print a paper for them	"
"I know them!" she cried happily.."I'll find them and
do anything you ask me to! No one will ever suspect me
of 'spreading what's forbidden. Bless your heart, didn't
I take the leaflets into the factory?"
Suddenly she was seized with a desire to wander over
the land, past forests and villages, with a knapsack on her
back and a staff in her hand.
"Please let me do this! I'll go anywhere, you'll see!
I'll find*my way along all the roads of all the provinces!
Summer and winter—to the very grave—a wandering
pilgrim—is that so bad a lot for me?"

